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NA 


Christmas, 1988 
"They want me to do what??" He shouted into the phone. 
That got the other's attention. He sat up now, hands on his knees, leaning forward. 


"Play Santa. Play Santa?? Are you fucking kidding me??" He screamed now, sighing loudly and raking a hand 
through his long, red hair. "For kids? Handing out toys?" 


The other man smirked to himself and thought, ‘This outta be good: 


"A promo thing? Kids don't fucking listen to Megadeth, come on! A promo thing" He scoffed and rolled his eyes. 


"Bad press? Make me seem more human?" 


Now the other was outright laughing and received a middle finger from the redhead. 


woun 


"You have to come with me. Please? This is fucking stupid” 

"No way. | ain't going near that with a ten foot pole! I'm going home to the farm for a few days." 
"Junior, come on!" 

"No fucking way." 

"Its a band thing, you have to!" 

"No, | don't. Enjoy playing Santa at the mall, Dave!" 

"Fuck you." He grumbled. 


David threw his bag over his shoulder and picked up his other small suitcase. "If you didn't have to do that, I'd 
invite you home with me. The flight leaves at seven, though, so | gotta take off. Merry Christmas." 


"Fuck off" 
David chuckled at the other's predicament and then turned and was out the door. 
"We got you a couple hot elves to look at while you got these snot-nosed climbing all over you, Dave." 


‘Its the least you could fucking do." He spat out as he fixed the wig and hat on top of his head, hiding his own 


flaming curls. 


After he made sure the wig and beard were in place and that nobody would be able to recognize him, he tied 
the pillow in place over his stomach and wrapped the red, furry jacket around it. 


As he walked out, into the courtyard of the mall and saw hundreds of screaming, bratty kids, his name was 


announced. 


‘Ladies and gentlemen, we've got us somewhat of a celebrity with us today. Dave Mustaine, from the rock 
band, Megadeth, will be standing in for Santa today. But don't worry, kids! Mr. Mustaine is close personal 
friends of Santa and he has promised me that he will deliver each and every single one of your Christmas 


wishes to the big guy, himself!" 


Dave rolled his eyes as he waddled toward the throne. "This is gonna fucking suck donkey ass." He muttered to 


himself. 


Dave caught sight of the hot little elves. One was a tiny little blonde with a big rack and short, thin legs. Dave 
admired her ass in her short, little elf costume, complete with red and white striped tights and red, glittery, 
high heeled boots. The other, also with her back to him, had longer, honey-blonde hair that sat in waves 
around her shoulders. Her wide set shoulders. Her elf costume was also tight and short. She had legs for miles 
that were wrapped up in solid red tights with black patent leather boots. This one was tall and had an ass on 
her that wouldn't quit. Dave stared at those thighs and had visions of bending this elf over and ripping those 
tights off. 


The tall elf with the darker hair kept her back to Dave all afternoon. She was the one who manned the line of 
children, telling each one when it was their turn to go see Santa The shorter, blonde elf manned the Polaroid 


camera, snapping photos of the little brats sitting on Dave's knee. 

For three hours, he sat and pretended to listen to each little shit tell him what he or she wanted for 
Christmas. Some kids pulled his beard, some of the older kids told him he sucked. But the entire time, he just 
watched that elf. Sometimes she'd turn her head slightly and he'd get a good glimpse of the flawless, creamy 
skin of her cheek and neck. He noted that she had a big nose on her but he could overlook that, favoring her 
long eyelashes and sparkling, hazel eyes. It was the worst kind of torture, watching this gorgeous woman and 
not being able to do a damn thing about it, what with having these stupid kids climbing all over him. 

They closed down the North Pole while the other, new Santa got prepared. Dave's elf began to walk off, back to 
the offices behind the walls of the mall and Dave didn't want to miss his chance for some Holiday cheer of his 
own. He hopped out of the seat and chased his hot, little elf down. 


"Hey," He began. "had my eye on you all afternoon, gorgeous. How about we go back to my place and knock 
those boots?" 


"Smooth, Dave. Real fucking smooth." The elf said. 

Dave stopped in his tracks. That voice. | know that voice. | know that man's voice. 
"Junior?" 

The elf turned around and sure as shit, there was his bassist. 

"What the fuck, Junior?" 


David grinned that sweet, impish, little grin of his. "Still want to knock these boots, Santa?" He placed a hand at 
his costumed hip and raised his eyebrows. 


Santa's mouth hung open and he dumbly nodded. 


When the elf turned around again and walked away, Santa followed. The elf led him to the room in which he 


donned the Santa outfit. The outfit that he was now sweating into. He had a million and one questions for David 


but he had lost his voice. All he could do was watch his bassist in those boots and tights and tiny little dress. 
"Junior, why? How?" 


The elf turned the lock on the door and gave a giggle when Dave merely flopped down into a chair. He pushed 
his hat and wig and beard off and started untying the ribbon sash on his Santa jacket. 


"Don't do that." The elf said in a soft, sexy voice. He walked slowly across the room and, when he was directly 
in front of Santa, he grasped him by the shoulders and climbed into his lap. "| want to tell you what | want for 
Christmas." 

"W-wh-what?" Dave stammered. 


The elf straddled his thighs and reached a hand directly into Santa's loose pants. "This." 


"Oh, fuck. Fuck! Junior!" Santa was dazed and confused Was this really his bassist or was it really a sexy little 


elf that he wanted to bang? 

It was both. 

Santa's white-gloved hands slid up the elf's rock hard thighs and ripped at those red tights. Two elven hands 
found his face and tipped it up. Elven lips, warm and powerful, covered his, kissing him deeply. The elf's hips 
were rocking back and forth now, ass rubbing against his erection Santa's hands slid underneath the elf's 
bottom and encouraged him to rock harder and faster. But the elf was a naughty one and when he sensed that 
Santa was enjoying the friction between their clothed bodies, he slipped from Santa's lap. 


"Come on, don't stop!" 


"Patience, St. Nick" David grinned as he turned around to give Dave his back. He reached behind his neck and 


slowly pulled the costume's zipper down. 
Santa jumped from his seat and stopped the elf from undressing. 
"Want you to leave it on" He told him. 


Santa pushed his red, furry pants down to his knees and sat back down, patting his thighs for the elf to climb 


back on. 


"You're a dirty, little elf. How about you get on this candy cane?" Santa told him as he slid his hands under the 
elf's skirts. 


"Now who's the dirty one?" David smirked as he raised his little ass and then lowered it slowly, hissing as 
Santa entered him. 


"This is fucking filthy. You're filthy, Junior." Dave told him even as he bucked his hips upwards, thrusting into 
the little elf. 


"Oh!" David asked. "Im filthy? You couldn't keep your eyes offa me out there. How many times did you bend me 
over and nail me in your imagination while you had some little brat sitting on your lap? And I'm the filthy 
one?" He berated Dave between gasps and squeaks as he rode the redhead's cock. 

"I thought you were a chick!" 

"Doesn't seem to matter now, though, does it?" 

"You're a really hot chick, Junior." 


The elf grinned at Santa and threw his arms around his neck. "Merry Christmas, Santa!" 


"Merry Christmas, you gorgeous, little elf” 


